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Pour me some love 


Author's Notes: 


My first fic for AVKRFF ever! It was fun to write and | hope it won't disappoint :) 


As you may know by now, English is not my native language so please forgive my spelling errors and let me 


know what you think about it! 


It took Lars an eternity to convince me it was the right thing to do. 


The drummer just kept on babbling for a good half hour before | stopped him and surrendered to the Dane's 
crazy idea. Lars had daydreamed non-stop about making up with our singer since he walked through the door 


of my hotel room. 


"| don't have to make up for anything" | mumbled, a little confused. Lars sat on the twin bed next to me and 


sighed, before leaning a hand on my shoulder. 
"Yeah, of course" and it sounded like ‘you're an idiot but thats okay, lemme give ya a consolation prize. 


"Hey, | get how you feel right now, really. But you have to understand James is still wary, he won't let you in 
like me and Kirk did" 


| scowled at him. He and Kirk weren't exactly angels too. Yet.. James seemed to shut himself away more and 


more with me. 


Lars was like a little brother for the blond, sometimes way too obnoxious but still part of the family, while 


Kirk was their mom apparently, a shoulder everybody could always cry on. 
And then there was me, Jason. 


The one who took As place. Cliff's place. The place of the love of his life, his brother, his best friend, his 


confidant, his lover. Of course James kept on rejecting me. | would do that as well. 


‘Its your only way out" Lars offered. "You have to trust me. If | know well James, he'll love it.. and you'll 


officially be part of Metallica" 


| was about to ask what would've happened if he didn't, when my little friend trailed me to James room. After 
all, it wasn't a proper surrender, it was just Lars being a war machine when it came to push someone to do 
something he craved to test. And because l'm not stupid, | decided to take it easy. Just talking with James was 
like walking on ice, let alone doing stuff At least, one of us looked happy. 


He's gonna kill us both, a last thought slipped from my mind as the Dane knocked loud on door of our singer's 
room. Maybe he's sleeping, maybe he's with someone or maybe its all a joke.. eventually, he'll kick my ass like he 
always does. 


| couldn't take a second more to think, as my look met a familiar couple of ice-blue eyes. He didn't seemed 
angry... Till Lars shoved him aside. | swallowed hard as the drummer made his way into James's bedroom. 


Unfortunately, his hand was like glued to mine so | had to follow in the now-threatening gaze of the blond. 


It took a bunch of seconds to James to realize what was going on, catch on fire and slam the door. Now | was 


kinda frightened. 
"What in hell are you two doing here?" he barked. 
If | was frozen, Lars was instead lazily lying down on James' bed while channel surfing. A detail | didn't miss, 


even in my fear, was the fact that the singer kept his eyes fixed on Lars. The Dane chewed a toothpick and 
took his time before meeting the other's angry look. 


"What?" he asked, not really interested in receiving an answer. 


James frowned before sinking in the red armchair next to the door. In a second, Lars slithered to the blond 


and faced him. 


"You knew this time would've come.." Lars murmured, absorbed by his thoughts, hands sinking in his pockets 


as he kneeled in front of the singer. "You know you need it, Jamie." 


James eyed me a little bit hesitant, for once. The great James Hetfield scared like a kid and to be honest, that 
strike a chord inside me. Who would've said it? Maybe Lars's idea could lead to something good or interesting, 
to say the least. On the other hand, | had nothing to lose.. except for my job, of course. 


James mumbled something to Lars, then they both walked out of the room. | stood up but Lars stopped me 
with just a few words. "We'll be back" he said. 
Unfortunately the truth lied elsewhere. Lars could've said whatever he wanted for all | care, it was James' 


tough look that kept me pinned to the wall. 


* eK 


Forty-five minutes went slowly and painfully by as | waited for Lars and James to come back 


| channel hopped, walked in circle, look around. The truth was they could've walked in anytime and all | couldn't 
get out of my head was James’ scent in that room. It was pretty much everywhere. Of course it was. It was 
his room | was in. Those were his clothes, heaped one on the other on the chair in the corner. That was his 
bed, | was now lying on. That was... oh, god. | rolled on my side as | saw what James had left on his night table. 
| didn't even dare to touch it. If only James walked in at that very moment, he would've probably cut my hand 
off. But he didn't. And | pathetically kept on staring at Cliff's ring, judging me from his place of honor, till 
somebody opened the door behind my back. 


It was Lars, came back from God knew where. Alone. Alone till James leaned against the doorframe and winked 


at me. 


He had a spark of danger in his eyes and his smirk clearly stated how much he must've been drinking before 
getting back. 


Lars was a little bit disorganized, now. He kept on flipping his look from me to James and then back at me. 
Eventually, he dragged our singer in and sat him down on his favourite armchair. In the meanwhile, he gestured 
at me to come closer but | was still frozen by his stare. James couldn't keep his eyes off me. | didn't know 
what Lars told him but | couldn't believe what was going on He undressed me with his eyes as | bit my lip. 


That's not what we were used to, definitely. 


Slowly, Lars began to stroke his cheeks and kissed his lips while James looked away from me. The singer 
grabbed our drummer's tights and quickly put him in his lap, now hungrily eating his lips. 


| felt like an intruder but at the same time | didn't want to leave. | wanted to see what would come next. | 
wanted to see Lars riding James, kissing his rage away, taking what was his. | wanted to see James groaning 
with pleasure, turning the tables and show him who the real master was. Because | was more than sure that 
James was in charge, here. In his bedroom. With Lars pleasing him on his knees to get what he wanted from 


his singer. 


Before | could realize it, Lars grabbed by hand. His eyes were twinkling with lust and when he kissed | didn't 
show any kind of resistance. | just surrendered, once again, to this caresses as James watched us. | got a hint 


it arousing him so | did my best as we sat on the bed in front of our leader without breaking our kiss. 
He climbed on me like the horny girl he was and began to grind his hard-on against mine. 


"Fuck yeah" | mumbled, gripping his ass tight. | must've forgotten we weren't alone because when | heard the 
slap of my hands against his skin and James cleared his throat, | almost jumped from the bed. Soon, he tapped 
on Lars' shoulder and began to bite his neck softly. Lars moaned in front of me and | could feel him getting 


harder and harder. 


"Jesus Christ, just fuck me already!" he begged hysterically. James chortled before sitting behind me and 
gripping my waist. 


"What do you say, Newkid?" he whispered, his hot breath on my neck melting my nerves. "Do you think Lars 


does deserve it?" 


Before | could even answer, he bit my earlobe making me moan Not long after, | felt his tongue making his 
way inside my ear. God, it was so sexy. | could've come right there at that very moment but James stopped 


his sweet torture before | enjoyed it too much. 


No other kiss followed as Lars kept on staring at me with lust like he wanted to eat me alive. Quickly | shifted 
him on the bed and started to undress, the urge of feeling skin against skin growing as minutes passed by. | 
didn't turn back, hopefully James and Lars were making out but the biggest of fears began to make his way 
inside my head. What if it was all just a test? 


| tried to shut my mind off and when | faced the two, | saw the sexiest thing | probably had ever seen: Lars, 
legs tight around James' hips as their boners met again and again, sucking on the tip of a shiny black dildo 


James was holding for him, his eyes fixed to our singer's. | followed with mine as his tongue glided lasciviously 
all long the shaft of the toy before coming back up. | could say James was turned on like me because when he 


stopped staring at Lars, we shared a knowing gaze. 
"You want to try it, don't you?" 


| swallowed. | never thought about being on the receiving end, still.. part of me wanted to try it. When James’ 


hand patted Lars on his ass, he shifted and | panicked a little bit. 


Instead, James kissed my neck and moved behind Lars, now on all four. I'm not sure, but | think he had a hint 
of what was going on in my mind. Slowly, fear was dropping as he focused on the Dane. James pressed him to 
the bed and quickly massaged his back while grinding against his ass cheeks. 


In the meanwhile, Lars couldn't stop complaining till the toy was brought to his lips and forced inside his mouth. 
At first, that kinda bothered me but then a pleasure rush erase everything from my mind. All | could focus 
on was James and Lars, giving and taking pleasure. As James came back up, all satisfied while holding the plug 
like a sword, | almost shivered for Lars and what was about to happen. However, James smiled at me and 


lowered himself to Lars' exposing ass. 


"Oh, God." Lars moaned as the other one's tongue teased his hole. From where | was, | could enjoy the whole 
scene and believe, it was overwhelming. It sure went beyond my wildest dreams... and yes, | had dreams about 


me and James doing stuff. Not that | thought it would have ever happened! 


His tongue kept on sliding slowly around that tight hole, licking his outline before burying deep inside him. That's 
when | realized | definitely needed a hand. Quickly, | moved next to Lars’ head and poked his cheek with my dick 
after stripping what's was left of my clothes. James smiled looking at that and drove his tongue back and 


forth and swirling it inside the tender flesh of Lars, making our drummer howl. 


"Look, look who's coming around" James pointed out, clearly amused as Lars grabbed my dick and aimed it right 
at his lips. Instead, | held back and stroked myself against his face, his sweaty hair tickling the shaft before 
Lars let out a yell. 


"Fuck, James!" His nails were digging into one of the pillows as he protested. 


| looked at his back just to find James had inserted three fingers inside our friend. Even if he kept on 


complaining, James noticed soon he was ready for the first step. 


"Suck it" | ordered, shoving my cock into the drummer's mouth. At least he wouldn't cry out this time. | saw 
James' eyes twinkle as he stuck the dildo inside him and Lars sucked me off eagerly. 


"You like ‘em big, don't you?" James teased him. "Get ready Newkid, the fun's almost over for you tool" he 
barked. | wanted to reply but Lars deep-throated me and not long after my head hit the back of his throat, | 


came pressing his face against my pelvis. 


God, it was so good. A sonorous pop followed and now James holding his toy in mid air like a trophy, a big grin 
on his face.. till he met my eyes and watched me swallow. He didn't wait for anything, he crawled up to me and 


ate my lips furiously. 

As we made out, Lars began to stroke himself fast and smooth, ready to come at any moment. Unfortunately 
for him, James turned his back to me and grabbed his hand, a threatening look holding him still as he opened 
the drawer of his night table and looked for something. 


Me and Lars shared a long gaze, his eyes sending me rushes of unsatisfied pleasure and James' hand grasped 


his dick. 


Finally, the blond reemerged from the drawer with a strange, little, plastic bag. He opened it and placed it on 
Lars' cock, now half hard, before locking it with a tiny key. 


"Try to be naughty again, now" the older one taunted him. 
Lars stared at him with rage coming straight out of his eyes but he didn't say anything so James returned 


his attention to me. Slowly, his big warm hands slid on my bottom and squeezed it. 


"You want to have some fun too, Newkid?" he asked. | wasn't used to be asked stuff by James but even in this 


case | wasn't sure | could reject his offer and even if could, | wasn't sure | would. 

"Y-yes" | stuttered pathetically. 

James bit my neck and, without giving me any warning, he started to finger me. It was my first time with a 
man and fuck.. it was too much. Unintentionally or not, | pushed away from his chest and waited with my eyes 
closed for the punch he would've thrown at me, panting softly. Surprisingly, it didn't come. Instead, when | 
reopen my eyes, | noticed he was staring at me with empathy and this time | felt really naked. 

| made James melt... woah. Fuck me, but still.. 

| was definitely a jerk, now. | wanted to punch myself so hard. However, James himself chose not to throw at 
me his rage for having something to do with such an idiot and hugged me tightly. | liked that feeling, his chest 
was wider than mine and his arms were strong and made me feel protected. 

"You trust me, right?" he whispered softly. | looked up at him and barely drown in his blue eyes. Goddamn 
"W-what?" | mumbled. | couldn't believe my ears. 


"Trust me, Jase.” 


dase. Fuck. 


He never called me with my name before. Not recently, at least. 


| decided right then to make up for the time lost and gripped him by his neck, kissing him possessively, 


something he didn't reject. On the contrary, he stroked my back and laid me down next to our drummer. 

"Lars will take care of you" he suggested. "Will ya, baby?" Lars nodded happily and began to kiss me with 
passion as James kneeled on my body. | knew what he wanted to do and | would've been happy too with it, but 
first | needed to clarify something so | gently parted from Lars. 

"| want it" a squeak escaped from my lips. Lars and James chuckled. 

"What?" 

"I want it, whatever..ehr.. whatever you were about to do to me, what you did to Lars" | stuttered once again 
James winked at me before lying in between my legs. "I know" he said, self-confident as always. "Actually, | 
have something special here for you" he said with a naughty smile on his face. That aroused my curiosity as 
much as | needed to get hard rock again 


"Do you?" | replied, words coming out too quick as | tried to be confident and sexy like he was. 


Lars was thrilled almost like me, in fact he tried to peer at what James was looking for in the closet in front 


of the bed. 


After waiting for what it seemed to be forever, James approached to the bed holding something behind his 
back. Lars and | were shaking and he knew that, a big grin on his face confirmed it. 


Finally, James crawled back and, towering proudly on the mattress, he showed us his new weapons: a shiny 


black nightstick and a long rope wrapped around his forearm. 


"Who's first?" James asked mischievously. Our eyes were still twinkling, silence ruled. "Alright, I'll decide." He 


took a bunch of seconds to think about it, then barked: "Jason On your hands and knees." 


| enjoyed the last glance of the naughty smirk on his face before turning around and showing him my buttocks. 
Next to me, Lars shivered a little bit, then approached me. He began to caress my back and kissed my face. 


"Are you afraid?" he purred.| didn't say anything and Lars shared a gaze with our singer. 


“Answer him, Newsted" the blond ordered, slapping my butt cheeks without a warning. | bit my lip and squeezed 


my eyes as the sound of his palms against my skin became louder and louder and louder... 
"Yes!" | howled, pleading for more in my head. 


"You want more?" he asked, this time louder, without stopping. 


"Fuck yes!" 


| couldn't refrain anymore but | didn't care. My face was burning but all | knew was that | wanted more. More 


spanks, more screams, more rage. 


"Get ready baby, I'm gonna make you cry" he warned me. Lars reached out and kept my forearms blocked to 
the bed. Whimper wouldve come and we all knew it but | wanted it to the very end, | wanted James and all he 


had to give me so | surrendered to Lars' grip and took a deep breath waiting for more. 


As | bit the bullet, | caught James walking quietly to the dresser and drink from a bottle of wine just out of 
the corner of my eye. | glanced at Lars for some kind of explanation but he just patted my head and smiled. /t 
must be hard for him, | remember | thought. However, James came back and when he did, he brought with him 


the bottle. 


"Here, have some Newkid.. you'll need it" he suggested, handing me the bottle. | frowned but drank for a while, 
keeping that moment frozen "I hope you haven't finished it, do you?" 


| gave it back to him and heard him laugh. "Good" he stated. The next thing | felt was cold liquid poured on my 
butt. 


"Fuck, man! What are you doing back there? | questioned a little worried. Lars laughed and hushed me. 
"Getting your body ready. Lube is running out and.. uhm.. there is something | want to try" 

"What" | panicked. It wasn't even a question because sure as hell | didn't want an answer, at that point 
"Relax 


Warm hands parted my legs and | felt him slide between them, his hot tongue now tasting my hole as pleasure 
flooded over my senses. 


"Shit..." | whispered. Slowly, hot and cold began to alternate on my skin | could feel the neck of the bottle 
stroked against my dick and, just a second later, drops being drained into my gap. Alcohol was burning my 
sensitive flesh and | did cry out in agony but at the same time | enjoyed it. Yes, | know, l'm a sick fucker for 
that, but | didn't want it to end so | let him pour more and more till he inserted the neck inside my hole. It 
was a wonderful feeling, yet very painful. | felt full and | liked it, | loved it, | definitely wanted more. 


"You dirty little slut. You sure it's your first time?" 
James purred in my ear, leaned with his chest against my back. | didn't even make it on time to answer him 


that another resounding slap hit my ass, this time harder. Vibrations were absolute pleasure and | couldn't 


wait for more. 


"Yeah, spank me Jamie!" | howled, stretching my arms like a cat to grasp the pillow. 


And that's when he stopped doing everything. He just stood there, still, silent, the bottle still in my butt. | tilted 
my head and turned it to face him. 


"You called me Jamie" he stated. 

"Yes... so?" | tossed back at him. 

"You don't call me like that. Never." 

The situation was getting though but | was a stubborn idiot and felt very frustrated at the moment. 

"Well, Jamie," | teased him. "l'm sick of your shit, just finish what you've started!" 

| wanted to bring out the best in him, take everything | could take from James as long as this instant lasted 
but what | got instead just as | stopped talking, was a punch in the face. | didn't even scream, | didn't want to 
piss him off more now that | realized what | had just said. | just stay there, back against the sheets, holding 
my nose attacked to my face as long as | could while | stared at the little Prince Charming. James was 
unperturbed. 

"Don't call me like that" he said in a calm tone that wouldn't take no retorts. 


"B-but Lars..." | mumbled under my breath. 


"Shh" James purred. "Lars has known me for a long time and he'll get punished anyway. Its master for you, 
whenever we're up to dirty stuff." 


Lars didn't flinched. Apparently, James was really in change and everything was allowed in his bedroom. Well, he 
was allowed. Everyone else had just the honor to stand in his shadow and cope with pleasure and pain. 


That kinda turned me on. Again. And James noticed it. 


"| guess you're ready for more" he said, arching a brow. Skipping any ceremony, James stuck the bottle out of 
my ass. Never breaking eye contact, | watched him lowering till his lips were propped against my hole and it 


felt him suck some juice out of me. | moaned for some time and he swirled his tongue inside me before pulling 


back with a naughty smirk. 


"Delicious" he remarked, wiping a rivulet away from his lips. That made me even harder for him than | thought 


| could even be. 


"Relax now..really. Itll hurt" He was pretty serious now.. like | didn't felt pain till that moment! 


His hand rested on my knee as the nightstick aligned with my entrance. | almost sensed his thumb stroking my 


leg.. but no, it was just too much to take from James. It was just.. whatever it was. 


For a second, | felt like a goddamn little virgin, hoping for James to be my true love forever and ever. 
Hah. 


Yeah, sure. 


Reality hit me right in the ass - and not figuratively - as the tip of the rod was pressed inside me. It was 
ticker than the bottle and James waited for me to get use to the pain. 


"You okay?" he purred, a little bit unsure. Was it.. concer | perceived in his voice? He was so sweet | would 
have melt if it wasn't for the big stick | had inside me. 

When pain became bearable again, he grabbed the other end and started a slow in-and-out movement. It was 
the most pleasing thing someone had ever tried on my body.. not that | had tried that much, before that 
night. 


"Come for me" he commanded, speeding up. | groaned obscenely but nodded as Lars laid on my chest and began 
to suck my dick eagerly. His tongue flicked to my balls and when he deep-throated me | wondered how long this 
games had been going on between James and him. Maybe Kirk was involved too. If only the world would have 


known... 


My thoughts melted as the head of my cock hit the back of the throat of my drummer. God, he sucked so 
rice and hard.. and James had to have a metal detector in that cane of his because when | sank into Lars' 
throat, the nightstick hit right on my sweet spot and kept on doing that till | screamed and spilled my come 
inside our drummer's mouth, shivering, without being able to stop pumping my dick inside that warm haven. 
Only when | was completely empty, | let Lars move away and our singer stuck his toy out of me with a 


resounding pop. Panting, | stared at him and James before they laid sandwiching me. 
"How was it?" | asked, out of breath, sore but satisfied. My head was still spinning. 
"You were perfect, baby" Lars replied, kissing my cheek and chuckling lightly. | smiled. 


"What about you?" | turned to James, raising a brow. Soon enough, | noticed he must have got himself off 
against the sheets as he pumped the nightstick inside of me. 


"lm fine" he replied, grinning like a fool. 
Unexpectedly, | kissed him on his lips. It was a deep, sweet kiss | thought | would have never gave to man | 
loved.. still | was there, kissing James and he was responsive. Even more surprisingly, he didn't punched me 


when we parted. Instead he cleaned the dried blood of my nose and kissed it, making a joke about it. 


That was the James | wanted to get in touch with so much. | knew he was buried somewhere down there and 


someday he would have come out. 


The simple fact that he focused on me because it was my first time proved me right, but | didn't say 
anything. 


| didn't want to ruin that moment. Cuddling with those two beasties was nice enough for now and forever. 


